A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE.             219

not long to seek for the source whence she attained this
knowledge. The son of the Anstrian Minister at our court,
and who had himself been attached to the legation, passed
by me. His uncle was governor of Venice. Everything
was explained.

I moved away, intending to retire. A group in the room
I entered attracted my attention. Several men were
standing round a lady, apparently entreating her, with the
usual compliments and gesticulations, to play upon the
guitar. Her face was concealed from me; one of her suite
turned aside, and, notwithstanding the difference of her
rich dress, I instantly recognised the kneeling lady of the
church. I was extremely agitated. I felt the inexplicable
sensation that I had experienced on the tomb, and was
fearful that it might end in as mortifying a catastrophe. I
struggled against the feeling, and struggled successfully.
As I thus wrestled with my mind, I could not refrain from
gazing intently upon the cause of my emotion. I felt an
overwhelming desire to ascertain who she might be. I could
not take my eyes from her. She impressed me with so
deep an interest, that I entirely forgot that other human
beings were present. It was fortunate that I was masqued,
otherwise my fixed stare must have excited great curiosity.

As I stood thus gazing upon her, and as each moment
her image seemed more vividly impressed upon my brain,
a chain round her neck snapped in twain, and a diamond
cross suspended to it fell to the ground. The surrounding
cavaliers were instantly busied in seeking for the fallen
jewel. I beheld, for the first time, her tall and complete
figure. Our eyes met, and to my astonishment, she suddenly
grew pale, ceased conversing, trembled, and sank into a
chair. A gentleman handed her the cross ; she received it,
her colour returned, a smile played upon her features, and
she rose from her seat.

The Countess passed me.    I saluted her.    * I now wish